CHAPTER 11      THE BEGINNING OF THE END
I
THE morning of August 28th the heavy drone of many planes brought us out into the street It was most unusual for the Germans to use a large number of planes m one Bight They did not have to Their airfields were too close and their safety too unchallenged, either from the ground or from the air, to require massed air power over Warsaw.
But that morning twenty-one planes passed over us> flying in orderly formations of seven each We tilted back our heads and squinted our eyes to see them better.
^Soviet perhaps?* someone ventured.
*1 doubt it," another voice answered tartly. TPterfiaps British or American.3*
Within a moment all our doubts ware dispelled. We saw the swastikas on the planes-German They flew eastward, passed over the Old Town, then turned back and, circling above us again, flew eastward once more. And then we saw them drop their loads of death aa the Old Town, At first we heard no explosions. Then, nests of flames burst out beyond, and we could see the Old Town go up in fire and smoke. So these were the ill-famed ^umbrella-bombs*! They opened low over the target and incendiaries fell out of then: bellies. But they dropped other bombs, too, demolition bombs. From our post, speechless, we watched the planes and the destruction they spread, Our mouths were dry and our ears ached from the roar of explosions.
Suddenly, one of the German planes swerved sharply oa its course. It tried to regain its balance and its altitude. In queer zigzags it slid down to earth. Then it plummeted
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